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	1. In the Lodge

**Notes:** I'll admit upfront that I do not have a PlayStation. My knowledge of _Until Dawn_ comes from reading the wiki, TV Tropes, and watching some playthroughs on YouTube—and even then, only bits and pieces. I apologise in advance if the characterisation or anything else is incorrect, but I couldn't get this idea out of my head!

* * *

><p>"We're trapped out in the open," the stranger was growling. "We gotta <em>get out of here!<em>"

No sooner had he said this than Chris heard one of the horrendous screeches behind him that he was beginning to become very well acquainted with. By instinct, he turned around, and only just caught a glimpse of the thing the old man called a Wendigo when it suddenly jumped and went sailing clean over his head, right for the stranger.

Chris couldn't react fast enough. The old man, however, could. He backed up, readied his flamethrower, and then began to spray fire. Chris almost wanted to laugh at himself for being so suspicious of it before; he would have if he hadn't been in a situation like this.

The Wendigo let out an agonised shriek as the flames scorched its skin; Chris watched the old man torch it, and his eyes kept flickering between the two. They were very suddenly drawn to the Wendigo's arm, and there Chris swore he could see some sort of marking. It looked like a butterfly, a black butterfly… but that couldn't be right. Maybe it was just his mind playing tricks again.

Only he was _sure_…

He shook his head, feeling absolutely nothing in the way of relief when the Wendigo suddenly turned and bolted. Chris didn't particularly care which direction it ran in, so long as he didn't have to see it again. He watched it go in something of a daze.

"We gotta go!" the old man barked, making Chris jump. He nodded, frantically, readying the rifle. The old man and he took off, running with hardly a care for what they hit on the way, back in the direction of the lodge. Chris couldn't hear any more screeches, but that didn't mean there weren't more of those things out there somewhere. They were cunning, he'd noticed that. Why wouldn't they stay quiet if it meant lulling their prey into a false sense of security?

It didn't seem like long before the lodge was coming up; Chris had never been so relieved to see it. He saw Ashley standing at the door, looking as frightened as he felt, and he waved frantically to her. "ASHLEY!" he yelled, hopefully loud enough for her to hear through the door. "Open the door! _Open the door!_"

Ashley didn't need telling twice. She pulled the door open and stepped aside, and he and the old man came charging in; as soon as the old man was inside, Ashley quickly shut it again.

In terrified silence, the three of them headed down to the basement. Mike, Sam, and Emily were just inside, and it was clear from the expressions on their faces that they were only barely holding it together any better than Chris and Ashley were. They gazed nervously at the old man as he, Chris, and Ashley entered.

"Did you find Josh?" Mike asked quietly. His voice was shaking with stress.

Chris shook his head, guilt beginning to descend on him. He should have known better than to tie him up there, on his own, when he knew there was something even more dangerous out there—especially when Josh had been rambling incoherently, clearly on the verge of having a psychotic break. Whatever awaited Josh, if he was still alive, he'd be lucky. He felt sick. What Josh had done had been awful, but… he didn't deserve to be ripped apart by those things.

What had the old man said? The Wendigo would keep a victim alive, strip off the skin, rip out the organs and eat them one by one… That was far worse than anything Josh could ever have devised, and it wasn't a fate his prank warranted him. He swallowed thickly.

"He was… ah… his ropes were broken and there was a fair bit of blood… and…" Chris shook his head. "I guess the thing must have got to him." Sam buried her face in her hands, and even Ashley looked upset. Mike and Emily gazed anxiously at each other.

"What do we do now?" Sam finally asked, looking at the old man. He seemed to consider, then exhaled.

"Do any of you have any idea where your friend might have been taken?" he asked in his turn. For some time, there was silence. Chris tried to think of something, anything, but all he could see was Josh tied up, Josh being sawn in half, and even if it wasn't Josh… well, he'd made a pretty good body double, that was all Chris could say. He rubbed his forehead and tried to concentrate, but the images just wouldn't leave him.

Eventually, Emily said, "Maybe… maybe the mines. I saw a lot of really horrible stuff down there, I… I think that thing has its lair down there. Perhaps…"

The stranger nodded. "That seems most logical. I'll go down there and get him myself; it's far too dangerous for any of you to leave. The Wendigoes are most active at this time of the night. Step outside, make one wrong move, and it's a death sentence."

"So we should stay here?" Ashley asked. "Until dawn?"

"Yes," the old man said. "You should only leave if it's absolutely necessary. My journal's over there; have a read of it, it'll tell you everything you need to know. Otherwise, stay put."

"That doesn't seem like a good idea," Mike protested. "We're just sitting here—for that thing to tear us apart—"

"But people will come for us, Mike," Sam interrupted. They all looked at her.

"You don't sound so sure," Mike said dubiously. Sam looked to Emily.

"Yeah—people will come," Emily said, voice trembling somewhat. Her eyes suddenly widened. "And—Mike! There's no key for the cable car!"

Chris came to the realisation around the same time as Mike. "_Josh_," Mike muttered. "He's gotta have it!"

Sam frowned. "Josh?"

"One of his dirty little tricks," Mike explained, tiredly.

"Great. Great!" Sam turned away, shaking her head.

"If that fucking thing got a hold of Josh," Mike said, "then… we're shit out of luck."

Chris looked frantically at the stranger. "Then, that's all the more reason for you to go get him," he said. His voice was desperate. "And for us to stay put. Isn't it?" The others looked to the old man again; whatever other differences they had, Chris could at least be sure they would listen to him.

The old man nodded. "Yes. Yes, it is. I'll try to return with him as soon as I can. What does he look like?"

"Average height," Chris said, "short brown hair, thick eyebrows, green eyes, strong jaw. He was wearing blue overalls when we tied him up."

"That'll be enough. I should recognise him easily."

He turned to go, but before he could, Ashley suddenly gasped, "Emily… what… what is that?"

Emily, as was her wont, immediately retreated defensively, clutching her shoulder. "What is what?"

"That!" Ashley cried, pointing. "On your shoulder!"

Emily nervously glanced at where Ashley was pointing. She retreated another step back. "That's nothing, Ash. It's nothing!"

Chris looked closely at where Emily was clutching her shoulder. He could see some blood, and what looked like a tear in her jacket. Realisation dawned, and he felt his blood chilling in his veins for the thousandth time tonight. Judging from the expressions on Mike, Sam, and Ashley's faces, they thought the same thing.

"What happened?" the old man asked.

Emily looked at him. "While I was in the mines, I, er—well, one of the things bit me. The Wendigo. That's all! I feel fine, I swear!"

To Chris' surprise, the old man was smirking. "Wendigoes aren't zombies," he said casually. "The bite is harmless, if unpleasant. I have been bitten; I did not change. The only way to change is to eat the flesh of another human being."

Some of the tension in the room immediately dissipated. Just before the man could turn back, however, Chris blurted, "I—the change. Have you seen it happening?"

The old man nodded. "Oh, yes. Many years ago. It was not one of the miners; it was after their time. It was some unfortunate who was lost on the mountain, and after his companion was killed, resorted to eating his flesh. I saw the man begin to change. He was aware for a time of what was happening to him. I locked him up in the Sanatorium with the others and waited. He had turned within a matter of days."

Chris felt sick again. It was Mike who spoke this time. "Do they remain aware? After they change? Do they know what they are?"

"That, I cannot say," the old man said, with his usual grim air, and even a tinge of regret. "I should hope they do not. The Wendigo body is immortal, and it must not be killed. Killing it releases the spirit of the demon into the air, allowing it to seek a new host. For a human soul to be trapped in such a body for the rest of eternity, unable to do anything but watch as the demon acts, would be a truly terrible fate."

He sighed. "Unfortunately, when I was corralling the miners, I did realise they were not inclined to attack each other. They were very hostile to the man who I saw change, because they did not know him. But they knew each other in their past lives—and the fact that they did not attack each other leads me to believe that part of the soul remains. I hope it is not true, of course, and merely just a coincidence, but you can never tell."

The teens all glanced nervously at each other. Mike seemed to have had another thought, one even worse than the last, because he suddenly turned pale and went stiff. "One of our group—Jessica. She was thrown down the mineshaft into the mine. She can't have survived that. And—and Matt. He fell from the radio tower. No way he survived that, either."

"Hey, Mike?" Emily's voice had become acerbic again. Mike reddened.

"Okay, so it's _highly unlikely_ he survived that. I don't know. Do—do you think Josh could find their bodies?"

The old man seemed to cotton on to what he was saying. "If he wanders far enough, yes. And if he's desperate enough to consume them…"

"_No!_" Chris yelled, panic immediately exploding in his mind. "He wouldn't! He wouldn't! I know he's out of his mind, but he wouldn't—not after a few hours—surely…"

His voice faltered away as he saw the stranger staring at him, looking even more grim than he had before. "Out of his mind, did you say? Do you mean he was having a psychotic break, or hallucinating?"

Chris nodded weakly. "He was almost about to have a psychotic break, I think. Or some sort of mental breakdown. He was rambling incoherently about random shit when Mike and I tied him up. He wasn't making any sense. Why?"

The stranger sighed again, and Chris suddenly got the awful feeling that he already knew the answer.

"The mentally ill are more susceptible to possession, more liable to fall to eating their dead more quickly," the old man said, and Chris' knees crumpled. Sam grabbed him before he could fall, and he leaned heavily on her, guilt weighing on his mind like an anchor. He looked across at Mike and saw the same in his eyes. If they hadn't locked Josh up alone…

"He doesn't deserve that," Ashley whispered. Emily, of all people, shook her head forcefully.

"He was—a bastard," she said, rather less sharply than usual, "but—I've seen those things. He can't become one of them. He _just_ can't!"

The old man inclined his head in acknowledgement. "All the more reason for me to go looking for him, then. Remember what I said—stay here until dawn, unless it's absolutely necessary. I'll be back as soon as I can. But if he is dead—I will leave his body in the mines." Without waiting for them to agree, he turned to go.

Chris managed to regain his voice. "Wait!" The old man looked at him.

"If he does turn—is there a cure? Is there anything that can be done to stop the transformation?" he asked, frantically. He was banking on Josh _not_ being that desperate after only a few hours, but they had to be prepared for every possibility.

The old man's gaze almost softened.

"I wish there was," he admitted, quietly. "But as it is, no. As far as I know, the transformation is irreversible. If your friend consumes any flesh, he is doomed."

On those comforting words, he turned, and headed out of the basement.


	2. In the Mines

**Notes:** Here, we switch to Josh's POV! Just note that this chapter contains lots of violence, eye trauma, and some hallucinations. In lieu of Josh being killed or turned into a Wendigo, I decided to beat him to a bloody pulp. However, at least enjoy the experience of Josh getting to be a horror-movie-savvy action survivor!

* * *

><p>The first things he noticed when he woke up were the darkness and the silence.<p>

Josh groaned and tried to wiggle his fingers and toes. He ached all over, he noticed that now. He had a terrible headache and seemingly his every limb was stiff and sore. _I better not have a concussion,_ he thought with another groan. A concussion was as good as a death sentence, even if it was only mild. There was no one around to help him get out.

As it should be. Why would they come to help him now? Never mind whatever was going on up there—up on the surface, he realised—after all that had happened…

_Oh, God, what have I done?_ The thought was near to a cliché, the slasher villain expressing his remorse in the most dramatic, hammy way possible, and inevitably the way that was sure to make the audience laugh rather than sympathise. Josh had never been able to take that sort of expression of remorse seriously. But now here he was, thinking the exact thing, and he meant it.

The others had felt guilty for what they'd done to Hannah and Beth, yes? If he was going to terrorise and humiliate them and make them fear for their lives and do things they'd never normally do, in some twisted imitation of what they had done, then it logically followed that he'd have to feel the same things they had felt for their actions one year ago. He could make some cutting remark about how he hadn't entirely thought this through, but he wasn't in the mood.

Dr Hill's voice was like a whisper on the wind. A harsh whisper, but a whisper nonetheless, and he heard it most distinctly. _They didn't hurt you, Joshua, not intentionally. They made a stupid mistake and they did not intend for that to happen, it just _did_. And they were sorry, at least until you put them through your night of horrific torture._

His hands went up to his face, his temples, and his fingers almost began to claw at his skin, as if by that action he could drive the voice away. But there was no driving it away, because there was no driving his conscience away.

All he knew was that he'd done wrong. He'd been desperate for revenge; revenge had been the only thing that had kept him going in the wake of his sister's deaths. Now he realised how much damage he had done. Now he realised that when he'd exposed himself, he hadn't even felt anything. No triumph, no nothing.

Vengeance was hollow. Vengeance had driven them all away.

He had wanted to make them pay, and now he had driven them all away and isolated himself completely. What would he do now? What would he do now that he was so utterly alone, more than he had ever been in all his life?

_You had so many people who cared about you, who were willing to help!_ Dr Hill told him coldly, and he let out a sharp cry, composed in equal parts of fear and grief and guilt. _But at every turn, you chose to push them away, and now you're all alone!_

He wanted to cry. He hadn't meant for it to get this bad.

_I'm so sorry…_ An expression of remorse he found much more believable and sympathetic than 'what have I done?' Whether they would accept it, however, was another thing. Forgiveness was a virtue, and forgiveness was not something he deserved.

Dr Hill's voice floated into his head once again. _Stop with the pity party. It's time you learned there is more to be afraid of than can be dreamt up by the unhinged imagination of a self-indulgent, spoiled little brat!_

Josh whimpered, curling up into a little ball. He knew what would come next. More voices, more sounds, and probably the things he saw would start twisting themselves, too… He could just imagine what he would see. No, not imagine; he knew. He'd seen enough since he'd gone off his meds. Heard enough, too.

But there was only silence, now. Only the sounds that might be expected in whatever sort of cave system this was, only his own shallow and panicked breathing. There were no more voices. No more of anything. After a little while, Josh hesitantly began to look up, and stared around him.

The walls did not begin to shift; nothing out of the ordinary was to be seen. There was no blood; Hannah and Beth's ghosts had not put in an appearance. There was simply nothing, nothing but the dark walls and the floor beneath him and the ceiling high above him. Josh began to shiver, and although his muscles were still tense and he was still waiting for the moment when everything would begin to shift, he slowly picked himself up off the floor.

Reality might break; he might go flying clean over the edge he was teetering on. But if that was in the cards, he wouldn't just lie here and wait for it to happen. He'd try to get something done before his mind pulled him down again.

Like the everyman survivor in the movies. His father simply _loved_ deconstructing that trope. Part of what had made his films so successful was the fact he was always pulling common clichés apart, deconstructing them, subverting them, and playing them exactly how they would go in reality. And the way he treated the everyman survivor was thus: they could perform great feats, largely because of adrenaline, but they would be reckless and desperate, scared out of their minds, and without proper training, they would make plenty of mistakes, many of them costly. Then, at the end, assuming they even survived, the physical and mental damage would be incalculable, and they'd be held accountable for whatever actions they made, which often included murder. Somebody had once called his father the George R. R. Martin of horror films, and Josh didn't think they were wrong.

Josh smiled grimly. What was supposed to be a horror-film-esque prank had turned into a _real_ horror film. Time for him to play the everyman survivor to the hilt.

Or _subvert_ it to the hilt. Hallucinating wasn't exactly going to help him, after all.

Pushing all thoughts of remorse and self-hatred to the back of his head, Josh looked behind him. The thing, whatever it was, that had attacked him in the shed and knocked him out must have dragged him here from there. Josh didn't much like the thought of going back that way; God knew how far he'd been dragged, but from the way his muscles ached and from the sheer amount of dirt covering his skin and overalls, Josh imagined it had been quite a distance.

So, he should go forward, then. Josh looked, and when he realised how little he could see, he grimaced. He really needed a torch. He supposed he'd just have to be extra cautious.

_More than a torch, I need a weapon of some description,_ he thought. A gun had its advantages, of course, but it was terribly loud, with a suppressor or not; contrary to the movies, most suppressors only reduced the loudness of guns to below the human pain threshold. The ones that actually were silent were generally custom-built. (This, of course, was another trope his father had smashed to pieces in his films, and it was one he _loathed_.) Besides, guns needed ammunition, and reloading, and he didn't want to run out of ammunition in a fight for his life.

But there were no guns to be found. He'd just have to use whatever he could find.

Taking a deep breath, Josh began to slowly advance forward. The ground was relatively soft beneath his feet, and he felt at it carefully. It didn't seem like there would be any cracks in the surface that he could slip into, but one could never be too careful.

He did not know how long he walked. His surroundings were barely distinct in the darkness, but from what he could make out, he seemed to be in some old mine. _North West Mines? Mom said something about that a few years ago. Said they'd been abandoned since the fifties. I wonder what happened… Focus, Josh._

He was about to turn another corner when his foot hit something hard and almost metallic. The sound was terribly loud in the darkness. Josh jumped, looked around frantically, and then looked down.

Oh. It was a _shovel_.

Josh almost wanted to laugh at himself for his jumpiness, except he knew damn well such jumpiness was justified in a situation like this. Shaking his head, Josh looked at the shovel, and then had an idea. A shovel could make a pretty good improvised weapon; it wasn't too heavy, and if swung at the face in the right way, it could cause some pretty nasty skull injuries. It would have to do. Josh bent and picked it up, and then began to advance again, holding the shovel at the ready. He felt rather more confident now that he had a semi-decent weapon in his hands.

As carefully as ever, Josh turned the corner. He now saw up ahead what looked like a wooden façade, with some sort of door in it. That looked like his best—and only—chance of moving forward. He made his way over to it and cautiously pushed it open, trying to be as quiet as possible; God knew if there was anything down here, but—

Then he heard the screech.

Josh jumped out of his skin, the shovel almost falling to the ground. He looked about wildly, trying to pinpoint the direction the shriek had come from. It seemed to have come from everywhere and nowhere at once; from every direction and from none in particular. All he could definitely say was that it was some way off—or it seemed some way off—and it was like no sound humans could ever make. Josh's stomach twisted. Just _how much_ of a horror film was he in right now?

Breathing deeply, fighting off the urge to panic, Josh began to make his way through the room the door had revealed. It was entirely empty, but it gave Josh the impression of being a sort of slaughterhouse, and why, he didn't know. The door leading to the other side was just up ahead; Josh reached it, unlocked it, and carefully pulled it open. He then headed out, and did not bother to close the door behind him.

He now saw that he was standing on a kind of ledge, separated from what looked like the path onwards by a large body of water. Said water was likely to be deep and freezing cold, but Josh had no other choice. Readying himself, he sat down on the edge, held the shovel above his head, and then pushed down into the water.

Shuddering at the sudden, extreme temperature drop, Josh got his bearings and then began to wade carefully through the water. It was deep, terribly deep, and it was so dark and murky that Josh knew he didn't have a prayer of seeing what was down there. There could be endless trip hazards—or worse. It was not a comforting thought in his current situation.

Eventually, he reached what looked like the centre of the body of water. From here, he could see that there were two different ledges he could go to. One seemed to be the way on. On the other, he could see something bright and rectangular-shaped, like paper. Frowning, Josh wrestled with himself for a minute or so before deciding to go check it out. It might be able to tell him something about what the hell was going on.

A few very long minutes later, Josh had reached the ledge and clambered up on to it. He was shivering with cold and knew that if he stayed in that water too long, he'd probably develop hypothermia. Swallowing thickly, he crawled over to the paper and looked down at it.

And yet again jumped out of his skin.

_Hannah?!_

He hadn't even read the words yet. But he knew the handwriting at once. It was _Hannah's_. It was his little sister's.

So, what, Hannah and Beth had fallen into the mines, and Hannah had managed to survive? The thought was horrifying. And they'd been down there all that time, and nobody had come for them? Josh felt his heart sinking in his chest. If people had been able to get to them in time…

Sighing, trying to keep himself reasonably calm, Josh began to read.

So, Hannah had survived the fall, but Beth had not. Hannah had broken her leg—a death sentence in this environment, even for her, athlete as she was. There had been no food for her to eat, and so she had begun to starve. She had taken Beth's sweater, which must have helped, but you couldn't eat a sweater. Josh found his emotions beginning to veer out of control, and he only just forced them back. If he couldn't stay calm, he would go over the edge.

_Why didn't you save us, Josh?_

The words were like a whisper in the wind and a knife in his heart. He'd heard them so many times over the last year, but this was a blade that could never be dulled. Josh felt tears leaking from his eyes.

_I'm so sorry…_

It was not enough.

With a shaking hand, Josh turned over the page. He read the entry on the next page with increasing horror. When he was done, he sat back, fighting the urge to vomit. He'd never thought this could get any worse, but now he had been proven wrong. Beth's body… Hannah had _eaten_ Beth's body, because she had had no other choice. Josh's stomach churned, and his hand went instinctively to his mouth. Oh, God, how must Hannah have felt, to eat their sister's body?

And it was clear it had not worked. Hannah—she wasn't here. She must have died, anyway.

Struggling not to sob, Josh turned over the page again, and continued reading.

His urge to vomit disappeared. His fear disappeared. His grief, his guilt, disappeared.

What he was left with was blood turning to ice in his veins at he knew not what. Hannah's writing here was deranged. He could understand the words—but not the meaning. He wondered if the trauma of eating Beth had caused her mind to snap. And yet, the ice in his veins told him that it was something else entirely. A realisation lurked just inside his head, but it was not yet complete.

He turned to the final page.

"_Oh my God!_"

Josh's other hand went to his mouth, and his eyes damn near bulged out of his head. He stared in utter shock and horror at the scribblings on the paper. They were completely incomprehensible, save for one word, repeated three times, in scrawled capital letters: _HUNGER_. They were the writings of a complete lunatic, but Josh could not now think Hannah's mind had snapped. The realisation in the back of his head was beginning to grow.

If her mind had not snapped—well, what was it, then?

"Hannah…" he whimpered. "_Hannah_…"

He stared, misery and terror slowly settling back in, for some time, before his purpose finally returned to him. His next actions were unthinking. Carefully, Josh gathered up the pages, and slipped them in the front pocket of his overalls. These words were awful, but… he needed to take something of Hannah and Beth out of the mines. He just had to. It was all he could do.

Trembling with both cold and fear, Josh made his way back into the water, and began to head across to the third ledge. He wiped his face and tried to calm himself, but it was difficult, terribly difficult. At the very least, he was not hallucinating as badly as he could have been. He just had to make sure he remained calm enough for his hallucinations, when they came, to not get any worse.

Once he reached the third ledge, Josh looked in both directions. There was a path going both left and right, but the path going left looked shorter, and so he turned in that direction. If there was anything of Hannah and Beth's that he could discover here, too, he'd gladly take it.

The path opened into a small niche, where Josh saw a hole in the earth, surrounded by stones. His stomach turned over again. It looked like a grave. Cautiously, pleading to Heaven it wasn't, he approached it. As he got closer, he saw something glinting in the dirt.

At the edge of the hole, Josh knelt down, feeling the ice thicken in his veins at the sight of what were definitely bones. Was that… Beth? Was that all that remained of her? He surveyed the bones with increasing distress before his eyes were drawn to something pink, glinting just in the corner of his eye. Hand trembling, he picked it up.

_Oh, no…_

He didn't have to look on the other side, but he did. _Beth W._ Oh, _God._ It was Beth's watch. It was Beth's grave. And those bones… they _must_ be Beth's skeleton! Oh, _God!_

Josh staggered away, again fighting the urge to cry. Hannah had gone to the trouble of burying Beth—with a broken leg, no less!—but she had been forced to dig her up and eat her in order to survive. Christ, in what way was it going to get worse _next_? Shaking his head, lip quivering, Josh put the shovel down, and then slipped the watch on his own wrist, just under his bracelets, which matched Beth's. He felt a pang as he remembered this factoid.

_We were all alone down there. All alone!_

He clawed at his temple again, but refused to listen to the voices, and took a deep, calming breath. What he needed was an adrenaline rush. He raised the shovel again, and advanced away from the little niche, back on the main path.

He had just got there when he heard a strange sound in the water. Turning, Josh raised the shovel higher, and backed himself up against the wall.

A split second later, there was a screech, and a deformed, emaciated monstrosity with teeth as sharp as knives and bulbous, blind eyes emerged from the water. Josh realised in the same instant that he saw it that it was the same thing that had attacked him in the shed. That realisation was the only thing that kept him from going completely over the edge: yes, this was real. Yes, he was truly seeing it.

_Now_ it was time for him to become the everyman survivor. He gripped the shovel tightly, and remained very still.

For some seconds, the thing looked almost uncertainly around, eyes focusing on nothing, and Josh realised something: it couldn't see stillness. If he remained still, then moved while its back was turned, he might just have a chance of getting out of here. But when he moved, he would have to make a break for it. It was just as well his legs were uninjured.

The thing looked away, and Josh slowly began to creep away. He kept the shovel raised, just in case.

He went too slowly.

He was in the middle of taking another step when the thing turned back, and it immediately zeroed in on him.

With a hideous shriek, it leapt at him. Josh knew far better than to try attacking it while it leapt at him—the claws on that thing were hideous and could easily rip him to shreds—and instead dived out of the way, rolling to the very edge of the ledge while the thing slammed into the wall. Without pausing to breathe, he staggered up to his feet, and backed off, towards the little niche. The thing recovered itself with disturbing ease, turned around, and began to approach him. Josh kept his eyes on its face.

It swiped down; its arms were blindingly fast, but Josh was getting his adrenaline rush now and he could be almost just as fast. He brought the shovel up with enough force to knock one arm out of the way, and then brought it down on the other arm in such a manner that the claws on its hand only ripped through the abdomen of his overalls, tearing some skin away as they did so. Josh barely felt the pain.

Indeed, he smiled.

"I sawed myself in half a few hours ago," he taunted. He wouldn't have used that as a taunt normally, but it was perfect for this. He'd have to apologise to Chris and Ashley for that later. "You're going to have to do better than that, you sick fuck!"

Okay, so maybe taunting an abomination like that wasn't the best idea, but Josh wasn't entirely in his right mind, and his adrenaline rush was making him reckless. Besides, he had absolutely nothing left to lose.

The monster seemed to understand him. Its shriek was distinctly enraged as it leapt at him again, but Josh was ready this time and when it was within distance, he swung the shovel with as much strength as he could and whacked it hard and straight in the face. He noted with some amusement that there seemed to be a flattened bullet in its head, and he wondered who'd done that. Mike, probably. The thing fell backwards, and Josh retreated further, readying himself for another strike. He looked quickly at the shovel, and noted with satisfaction that there was not a crack in it. It was a hardy little thing.

Once again, the thing came at him, but this time, it was successful. The breath was knocked out of his lungs as it took hold of him and lifted him into the air by his neck, but Josh kept his cool. The thing seemed to be on the verge of throwing him, but he still had his shovel, and his arms were free. With one hand, he lifted the shovel up and up, and then brought it down on the thing's arm again; the shock caused it to drop him. Josh gasped for breath as he scrambled away, and rubbed his neck. He was lucky the thing's claws hadn't pierced it.

He was too slow in scrambling away; mere seconds later, the abomination had picked him up again—by the chest. Josh cried out in pain as the claws began to dig into his side, but his cry was cut off when the thing threw him, and sent him flying across the cavern.

He hit the ledge on the other side, and heard an ugly series of cracks in his chest. Breathing suddenly became very, very painful, and Josh grimaced, trying not to scream. If he was lucky, his ribs were just broken. If he wasn't, they may also have pierced his lungs. Few people came back from that. He knew he was also going to have some horrendous bruises later on.

But, regardless, he wasn't to be stopped. Gasping, he pulled himself back to his feet, just in time for the monster to leap across the cavern after him. He readied his shovel for another swing just in time, and brought it across, smacking the side of the thing's head with less force than before, but with enough to send it off course. It hit the ground with another furious shriek. He backed away from it, mouth twisting in a snarl.

He knew he had only two options: send the thing running, or wait for it to send him back across to the other ledge, and _then_ send it running from there. There was no way he could kill this thing with only a shovel; it was just too strong. But he could give it a fight to remember.

He was just readying his shovel again, when he caught sight of the thing's shoulder, and saw a strange, butterfly-like marking on it.

Time seemed to freeze, and the whole world seemed to slow down. Josh's eyes narrowed and focused on it, and he moved carefully to the left, keeping his shovel at the ready while the clearly slightly dazed thing struggled to its feet with more difficulty than before. He dared not get closer, but he had to have a look at that marking. He leaned his head in, just slightly.

He saw it more clearly now. It _was_ a butterfly. A black butterfly, on the thing's left shoulder.

The shovel fell out of Josh's hands. All the pieces put themselves together. He came to his full realisation.

"Hannah… _HANNAH!_"

The monster looked at him, and made to leap. But Josh could not move, not to save himself—not to do anything. All he saw now was the butterfly tattoo. There was nothing else in the world. Not anymore. Not anymore.

Hannah's hands grabbed him and lifted him up by the neck again, and before Josh knew where he was, he'd been hurled across the cavern again, back to the side where Hannah had first leapt out at him. He hit the wall first, then the ground, and he heard more cracks and a distinct, ugly sound as his shoulder popped out of its socket. He cried out, agonised, but he could do nothing else but try to scramble away. He was too slow again.

Hannah leapt across and landed on the ledge just behind him, and Josh watched her, terrified and devastated. He made only a cursory move to defend himself as she swiped down again, with both her hands; her claws ripped through his clothes and his skin but did not go deep enough to kill him. He screamed, this time. He screamed, but made no more move to defend himself. He could not, and he did not want to.

If Hannah ripped his head off—he wouldn't care. He'd be better off dead at this point.

The voices were coming again.

_Why didn't you save us, Josh?_

_It's time you learned there is more to be afraid of than can be dreamt up by the unhinged imagination of a self-indulgent, spoiled little brat!_

_We were all alone down there. All alone!_

_But at every turn, you chose to push them away, and now you're all alone!_

"Noooo! _NOOOOO!_" It was all he could say. He tried to curl up, but Hannah put a stop to that, turning him over on to his back and raking her claws down it—all the way down, from his shoulder blades, down past his rear, and down his legs. Josh shrieked as the agony overwhelmed him, writhing on the floor, feeling the blood come pouring out of his wounds; he knew now with certainty that he was going to die here, and there was nothing he could do to stop it. He might as well let Hannah get on with it.

He was better off dead.

Hannah turned him over again, and he felt her hand on his chin, forcing him to look up. She glared down at him, and Josh felt tears leaking from his eyes. "Hannah…" he gasped. "Hannah, please…" Please, what? What did he want her to do when she had become this?

For a third time, Hannah grabbed him by the neck and lifted him up into the air. She held him there a long, long time, and Josh gasped and struggled and writhed and began to feel the first hints of the awful sensation of suffocation. He grabbed on to her wrist, but he knew it was useless. If he hadn't dropped the shovel…

Hannah let out another unearthly screech, and then her free hand came up to his face. He shuddered at the feel of the taut skin, and kept his eyes focused on hers, though hers were clouded and malicious and nothing like they'd been before. Her grip loosened, and he felt himself able to breathe again, though he was still being held by her in the air.

Then, with blinding speed, Hannah raked the claws of her free hand across his face.

Josh howled with agony as the claws cut deep into the skin, missing his eyes but tearing through his cheeks, his lips, his nose, and his forehead, getting deep enough to almost reach the bone. He writhed and twisted with ever greater vigour and desperation in Hannah's arms, but it was utterly useless. He could see, just out of the corner of his eyes, the blood trickling down his face. He felt still more pain as Hannah raked her claws across his arms and legs and his abdomen again, but these were not new pains: they were merely adding on to what was already there. Through the pain, he wondered if she was taking vengeance on him for her and Beth—_Why didn't you save us, Josh?_—and, in a way, for their friends. Josh couldn't imagine they didn't want to beat him to a bloody pulp right now.

The Psycho laughed and Ashley screamed and begged.

He was openly crying now, sobbing in fear and pain as he remained at Hannah's mercy. He gazed fearfully at her, and saw from the way she cocked her head that she was deciding what to do with him. Her hand came to his face again, and Josh wondered if she was going to rake her claws the other way.

No. It was worse. Much worse.

Her claws fixed on the edge of his eye socket, forming a sort of cup. Josh's blood froze in his veins once more.

"Oh, no, no, no, no… no… PLEASE! HANNAH! NO! DON'T! _HANNAH!_"

She did not listen. Her claws began to dig down, and down. Josh shrieked and struggled, wishing he might have a miracle and be allowed to drop from her grasp before she could get too deep, but it was too late, her claws were digging in and he could feel her forming a grip and tightening it and then she was getting _in_ and his screams reached a pitch that was almost deafening and his struggling was starting to become tiring but she continued on inexorably and now she was getting in and in and in and then she was _holding it_ and Josh howled and screamed for mercy and—

_Rip._

"AAAAAAAAAARGH! AAAAAAAARGH!"

There was nothing more in the world but agony and blood. The agony was incredible. It was beyond anything Josh had ever known, and it wiped out everything else from his brain, so that there was nothing left but it. He twisted in Hannah's hand, his remaining eye shutting tight while he felt the blood flowing from his now empty eye socket and down his face. He screamed and he screamed, and he did not think he would ever stop screaming—how could he? Hannah, meanwhile, held him there, and Josh's eye slowly flickered open in time to see her hand come up to her mouth, holding his eye tight.

He could only watch as she opened her mouth and put the eye in it, and then began to _chew_.

The sounds were absolutely disgusting, all the more so because it was his eye and it was his own _sister_ who had ripped it out and was now eating it. Josh's screams eventually died away, turning into a quiet sob combined with an agonised, low moan. As the sounds continued, he whimpered. He was going to die blind.

There was a ghastly gulping sound, and the chewing finally stopped. Hannah's claws came up to his other eye.

Josh did not bother protesting this time.

The very next instant, there was an explosion of fire. Hannah screeched in agony and dropped Josh, who fell straight to the ledge. Frantically, he looked around, and finally, he saw the source of the fire: a man wearing goggles, a bandana, and a thick overcoat, wielding a flamethrower, who was spraying fire at Hannah apparently without fear. Josh scrambled back, heart pounding in his chest, and began to curl up as he watched.

It seemed to take an eternity, but at last, Hannah turned, and she bolted, still smoking, screeching as she did. There was a sudden silence.

The man picked up something lying on the ground—it looked like a bag—and then made his way over to him, pulling down his bandana and pulling up his goggles. He dug around in his overcoat and pulled out something white, maybe bandages. Then he knelt down next to him.

"Come here," he said quietly. Not reassuringly; he didn't look like a man who was very good at reassuring people. But he was clearly an ally, so Josh already felt a _tad_ calmer. He crawled weakly over to him and showed him his face. As he did, he noticed that the stranger was blind in one eye, too, and he had a scar running through it.

But he still _had_ that eye. He hadn't had it ripped clean out of his head and eaten.

Carefully, without a word, the man began to clean Josh's ruined eye socket, stemming the flow of blood. Josh found himself shivering as he did so, and he knew it was more from shock than from the cold. He felt himself an idiot; he shouldn't have taken her on. Even if he hadn't seen that tattoo and been overwhelmed by his horror, fighting her was an incredibly stupid idea. He resisted the urge to cry once again as the stranger went about his work.

Eventually, his eye socket was clean, and the old man grabbed another few pieces of white cloth. He stuck one over the eye socket, and Josh instinctively reached up to hold it in place while the man wrapped the bandage around his head. At the right moment, Josh removed his hand, and after some fiddling, the stranger had wrapped the bandage completely around, and the square of cloth was stuck firmly in his eye socket.

"It'll do until you can get to a hospital," he said. He looked him over, and almost grimaced. "Your other injuries, I don't have the means or time to treat. Can you walk?"

Josh nodded weakly. "I—I think so. If you can help me?"

The old man inclined his head. He stood up, grabbing his bag in one hand and offering Josh his other. Josh took it, and managed to stagger to his feet. He looped his arm around the stranger's shoulder, and the stranger put his hand around his waist.

"If the Wendigo comes back, I'll have to drop you," he explained. Josh simply nodded again.

"Right. Let's go. I'm taking you back to the lodge," the stranger continued, and with that, they began to walk, heading down the path leading to the right.

Back to the lodge. Back to his friends.

If he could even call them his friends anymore.

He should have felt some relief, but he didn't. He felt nothing. Not now. Not anymore.

He simply moaned, and followed along. There was nothing else he could do.


	3. Half an Hour

The waiting was starting to become intolerable.

The old man had left two hours ago now, according to Mike's watch, and there was a little over half an hour left until dawn, but he still wasn't back yet. Chris knew he had to be patient—the mines were very big, after all, and difficult to navigate—but the longer he waited, the more anxious he became. If the stranger didn't come back at all, or never even got to Josh, or only came back himself, with grim news to share… He swallowed nervously.

He looked around at the others. They'd all occupied themselves for a while with discussion of what they had seen and trying to piece together the clues of what had happened. Emily had horrified them all recounting her awful discoveries in the mines, including Beth's head, and they'd speculated for some time on what had happened to the rest of her body and to Hannah's body. Mike had talked about what he had seen in the Sanatorium and what he had been able to put together from the clues he'd found. Sam, Chris, and Ashley, for their parts, had comparatively little to discuss.

They'd all rather deliberately avoided the subject of Josh. It was pretty obvious none of the others knew what they were going to do with him. Chris, on the other hand, knew already. Josh had been a dick, yes, but if he apologised, Chris was fully prepared to accept his apology, and probably forgive him, too. He'd been friends with Josh for far too long to lose him over something like this, especially when Josh was out of his mind and just needed help. Besides, whatever was happening or had happened to Josh in the mines was probably punishment enough.

Chris remembered he owed Josh an apology for that, too.

After a long while, they'd exhausted most avenues of conversation, and had settled into a wary, alert silence. Chris had fallen into thinking about his family back home in Los Angeles. It should have cheered him up a little, but it just depressed him. His brother, Nathan, and his sister-in-law, Lisa, were expecting their first kid in three weeks. Chris had every intention of being there to see it, but if he didn't survive this last half hour, or if he came out battered and broken, then God knew. He couldn't ask Nathan to come up here to see to him, as much as he wanted to; Nathan had rather more important things to attend to. Besides, he didn't know what he'd say to him.

Who would believe them if they told the story straight, after all? Nobody, most likely. Probably they'd all be thrown in the looney bin. Chris' mouth twisted at the thought. They couldn't tell the story straight, but some of the injuries they'd received over the course of the night certainly didn't look like they could have been made by animals _or_ humans, or any sort of accident. So what in the hell would they _say_?

Maybe they should ask the old man about that when he got back. Sam had said that while she'd been coming up here, there'd been a broadcast on the radio mentioning the old man telling the Washingtons not to build on the mountain. If that was the case, then perhaps he might have some advice for what to do, what to say to the authorities. Because while Chris hated the idea of lying and of the whole story being covered up, he also didn't much like the idea of being thrown into a looney bin.

He also wondered—and at this thought he buried his face in his hands—what they were going to say to Matt and Jess' families. Jess was one of three girls; Matt was an only child; they were both close to their families and their deaths were certain to tear them apart, to say nothing of the fact that their bodies had yet to be recovered. Fingers would be pointed, questions asked, answers demanded, blame would probably be assigned to Josh—and they wouldn't be entirely wrong. Josh _had_ invited them all up here…

_An accusation of murder's the last thing he needs,_ Chris protested internally, and sighed. Two years in a row this godforsaken mountain had brought them all nothing but terror and pain; Chris swore to himself now that he was never coming up here again. He imagined the others would think, were thinking, or had already thought precisely the same thing. With dark humour, he thought that they now needed a new summer vacation spot, and the Washingtons _weren't_ going to provide it.

Outside, there were heavy footsteps. Chris looked up at the entrance to basement, as did the others; Sam moved to unlock and open the door. A few seconds after she had done so, she breathed, "Oh, thank God!"

"Josh?" Mike asked.

Sam turned back. She was smiling, a little tensely, but smiling nonetheless, and nodded. Immediately, Chris felt a huge weight lift off his shoulders. He moved over to join Sam, and peered out into the darkness.

"Get back," came a harsh voice. Sam and Chris immediately stepped back into the basement, and finally, the old man stepped in, looking none the worse for wear. Chris only barely looked at him before he turned his eyes to look at Josh.

Josh wasn't looking at them; his face was half-buried in the sleeve of the old man's overcoat. There was a bandage wrapped around his head, which wasn't a good sign. As Chris examined him, he sucked in his breath in shock, and similar sounds from the others indicated they were just as alarmed. Josh looked _awful_, and that was putting it mildly. His overalls had been ripped to shreds, and Chris could tell at first glance that it was the Wendigo that was responsible. They were also far more red than they were blue; they were simply _covered_ in blood. Josh's arm and the side of his face Chris could see were in much the same state; Josh's arm was also sticking out at an odd angle and there seemed to be a lump in his shoulder.

Chris shuddered. It seemed like the Wendigo had given Josh _quite_ a mauling.

There was silence, but in that silence, they all heard a faint whimpering. It was Josh. The old man nudged him, and Josh finally looked up at him. He looked plainly terrified, but finally he moved his gaze from him to the others. Chris felt a chill as he saw the bandage around Josh's head was covering his left eye socket, and then he saw the vicious claw marks across Josh's face and his stomach turned. _Christ._ Josh had been put through the ringer, all right.

Finally, he broke the silence. "Josh…" he said, hesitantly, stepping forward and offering him a shaky smile. "Bro. I was starting to get worried."

Josh broke away from the old man and staggered over to a desk, which he leaned against. He looked down. "Worried?" Chris felt a pang in his heart. Josh didn't sound like himself when he spoke then. He sounded so… so _broken_. He nervously glanced at the others, and saw that they looked as bad as he felt, even Ashley and Emily. But still, none dared approached Josh.

"Of course!" Chris said, trying to sound warm and reassuring. "You were down there, and, and we didn't know if you'd get out. I'm sorry, man. Mike and I shouldn't have left you alone in the shed."

"You're falling over yourself apologising to _me_, Chris," Josh said tiredly. "You were right to tie me up. I was—bad. I was—"

"Josh, not now," Mike told him, voice oddly gentle. "You're a wreck. What happened to your eye?"

Josh looked up and stared at him. His lip was quivering, like he was about to cry. Chris finally couldn't help himself, and went across and put his hand on his shoulder. Josh jumped and stared at him, but then seemed to lean into his touch and looked back at Mike.

"She—she took it. The—the Wendigo, I mean. She got me by the neck and she held me up and she tore it out of my head and then she _ate_ it."

Chris' stomach churned; Ashley shrieked; Sam and Mike both looked appalled; even Emily's hands flew to her mouth. "Tore it out?" Chris choked. "God, _Josh_—" Then he cottoned on to Josh's use of pronoun for the thing.

"Wait… _she?_"

Josh stared wildly at all of them. "Haven't you worked it out?" he asked. They all shook their heads.

Josh sighed. "Come over here." They did so, gathering around the desk while Josh pulled something that looked like paper out of the front pocket of his overalls. He placed the five sheets of it down on the table, separately, and gestured for them all to read. Chris stared nervously at the final one, which was covered in thick black scribblings, before he finally forced himself to look away and start reading.

When they were all done, they backed away. "No, no, no," Mike was muttering. "No! It's not possible!"

"Oh my _God!_" Emily cried. "Oh, _God_, it all makes sense! Josh—in the mines—I found so much of their stuff—Hannah's glasses and her locket and I found a cross Hannah had made for Beth after their fall—oh, God! Josh, did Hannah—did she dig her up and—and _eat_ her?"

Josh nodded, lip quivering again.

"Why did she leave her _head_, then?"

Josh stared. "_What_?"

"I found Beth's head, Josh! In the mines! On a rock! But I didn't see any other sign of her body!"

Chris listened, feeling like he was about to be sick. He glanced up at the old man, who looked particularly grim, but was saying nothing. And then it hit him.

"Wait. Josh… to become a Wendigo, one has to eat human—"

It was Sam's turn to scream. Ashley clapped her hands over her mouth. Mike was shaking his head in stunned disbelief. Emily looked like she was going to throw up. And Josh… he looked devastated, and he was nodding.

"It's her, Chris. The Wendigo's _her_. She kept her tattoo, too. That's how I recognised her. And that's why I got trashed—because I was fighting her before, but when I saw the tattoo… I dropped the shovel I was using, and I just… I let her maul me."

"I saw that tattoo, as well!" Chris cried. "I thought I was seeing things! It was Hannah all along?!"

Josh nodded weakly. He showed his wrist; Sam gasped at the sight of the pink watch. "I found that in Beth's grave," Josh said. "Along with a skeleton I'm _assuming_ is Beth's. The grave wasn't far from where I found those pages. It didn't take me long to start putting the pieces together."

They all stared at each other, shaking with horror and grief. It seemed an age before Chris managed to pull himself together enough to look at the old man and say, "Thank—thank you. For finding him."

The old man nodded, and then hoisted his bag on to the desk. Chris suddenly realised he hadn't had it with him when he'd left two hours ago.

"Of course. And on the subject of your friends, while I was looking through the mines, I found several of their possessions… and the other girl's head. I put them all in here. I thought you might want to have them." Chris' stomach did yet another flip as he realised what was making the bag look so big, but Josh looked relieved.

"Thanks," he said. "We have something to bury now. I… it's better than nothing."

The stranger nodded again, and was about to open his mouth to respond, when they heard the screech.

"Fucking Hell," Mike muttered. "What _now?!_"

He spoke for all of them. The stranger lifted the tube of his flamethrower and headed in the direction the screech had come from, the large empty area that opened out into who knew what. Mike and Chris lifted their guns. Josh, Sam, Ashley, and Emily all stepped back, towards the basement door. For some seconds, they waited in terrible silence.

Then they heard what sounded like running, and jumping. Chris didn't know those sounds well, but looking at Emily and Mike and the expressions on their faces, they clearly did. Nervously, he turned back to look at the old man.

He then heard more screeches—overlapping, as if they'd come from more than one mouth. His stomach dropped to his feet. He heard Sam mutter, "Oh, God, is there more than one?"

It was some time before the stranger spoke. Even he seemed to have been caught off guard, though when he spoke, his voice was as steady and even as it always was. "Yes. The miners seem to have broken out of the Sanatorium." He looked back at them, and none of the panic that they felt was reflected in his face. "Get out. Now!"

They didn't need telling twice. As the Wendigoes came into sight, Ashley opened the door, and they all fled up into the cinema room and from there into the sitting area. Ashley was quick to join them, but in her terror, she left the door unopened; Sam, with a panicked cry, flew back down and shut it and locked it before running back up to re-join the group. They heard the distinct sounds of wood snapping and still more screeches as the Wendigoes broke through, and didn't wait a moment before they dashed for the stairs to the second floor.

Mike and Josh were in the lead.


	4. Burn it Down

The lodge should have been a place of relative comfort and safety, even if Josh's reception by his friends had been frosty (which it had not been). Instead, it had turned into yet another death trap. After all that had happened tonight, Josh was beginning to get quite sick of it. He wondered what it would be like when they got back down the mountain, if they would ever be able to feel secure anywhere again.

That was assuming they even got back down the mountain, of course. Josh's instincts told him that there were about three Wendigoes in the lodge, maybe four. One was far too many. And if they were all as strong as Hannah… well, it didn't quite bear thinking about. And speaking of Hannah…

On the landing, Josh was dimly aware of the others, including the old man and excluding Mike, slowly retreating. It seemed like it was down to the two of them to put an end to this. Part of him wondered if, after all that he'd done, they trusted him enough to try to solve this without killing them all, and Josh had to admit, he wasn't sure he trusted himself. Not because of malice… but because of weakness. He hadn't been able to save Hannah and Beth; how could he save his friends?

It wasn't just that sort of weakness that was making him doubt himself. It was also a more literal weakness. Josh's head spun and he was panting, though he tried to suppress the latter for fear of the things hearing him. He was becoming increasingly dizzy and tired, and he found it hard to stay on his feet without swaying. He knew the cause: blood loss. Since the old man had rescued him in the mines, Josh hadn't stopped _bleeding_. Not only was his bleeding continuous, but it was also fairly heavy, and the fact that it was starting to ease off was not a good sign. The fact that Josh could hear himself breathing faster and faster and that he was becoming increasingly anxious all the while were equally worrying.

Hypovolemia, with chances of verging into hypovolemic shock. Even if he survived this, that still had a very good chance of killing him. _Concentrate, Josh._ It was a very difficult job now.

Josh's eyes moved from Mike to the massive chandelier, which he could see a Wendigo hanging on with ease. His stomach dropped and he let out an involuntary, tiny whimper when he realised who it was. "Hannah…" he gasped, and the others looked at him. He glanced at Mike; his eyes were wide. "That's Hannah…"

Mike looked at Hannah and swallowed nervously. "Josh, don't move. Don't… fucking… move a muscle…" Josh heard him, and did exactly as he said. It was very hard to, of course, given that he'd been wading in ice-cold water hardly half an hour ago and was scared out of his mind and was still bleeding from his extensive wounds, but he forced himself to remain still. He didn't even let his eye wander. By instinct, he tried to move his left eye, but of course, there was nothing there to move, nothing more to see on that side. The bandage was helping, psychologically, but he knew that once he took it off, it would all come crashing down. It was already on the verge of doing just that, and God only knew what it was that was holding it back. It certainly wasn't Josh's resolve; he had nothing of that left.

He kept still even as he heard more screeches, coming closer and closer to them. Hannah looked in the direction of those screeches, and quite all of a sudden, out of the corner of his remaining eye, Josh could see two more Wendigoes, wearing what looked like ruined miner's uniforms, searching for their prey as much as Hannah was. He wondered if Wendigoes hunted in packs, and he had to repress a shudder at the thought. Three Wendigoes after them? They were pretty much dead already.

The two Wendigoes clambered into the room; Hannah noticed them and they noticed her. Screeching, Hannah leapt from the chandelier, and one of the others leapt from the railing to a pole while another went to the floor. Josh felt a mixture of both relief and terror when he realised that they were going to start fighting. If they were fighting, they might not pay so much attention to the humans, but all the same, he'd seen what the things could do and been on the receiving end of it. He really didn't want to see what they could do to each other.

But he saw, regardless. As he had expected, it was brutal—extremely brutal. Hannah was as savage with them as she had been with him; when she grabbed one and threw it into the stairs, completely destroying said stairs in the process, Josh cringed. He thought he heard the old man mutter, "Makkapitew…" but it mattered little to him. His muscles tensed and tightened, like he was getting ready to run, as Hannah lifted up the rival Wendigo and promptly threw it across the room again.

It slammed into the piping, and Josh winced again as he heard said piping rupture and the distinctive noise of gas escaping. That was a fire hazard.

Wait. _Fire._

Josh glanced at Mike, who seemed to have had the same thought. They held each other's gaze for a split second before looking, almost in unison, at the lightbulb on the other side of the room, and then at the switch next to the door. If the glass was broken and the switch was flipped… Well, the whole lodge would go up in flames, but it would take care of the Wendigoes. It seemed their only chance of getting out alive.

He sighed. As if enough hadn't happened tonight. To save themselves, they had to destroy his family's lodge, and everything in it. What his parents would say, God only knew, but it didn't bear thinking about. Josh couldn't even be sure they would understand. But worse than that, to save themselves, they had to kill Hannah.

_Isn't there a cure? Can't there be a cure? Like—an exorcism? Maybe?_ But they would never get the chance to find out if they didn't destroy the lodge. Josh blinked rapidly, trying to keep himself calm, and failing. Killing his sister… he'd killed her once already. Now he had to do it again? How many times was he going to have to kill her? How many, how many, _how many_?

_Why didn't you save us, Josh?_

He would hear a different question after tonight, he was sure.

"Josh," Mike murmured.

Josh looked at him.

"I'll break the lightbulb," Mike said quietly. "But can you—" He glanced quickly at Sam, looking distinctly nervous. "Or I could get Sam—"

Josh decided in a moment. "There's no time," he said, flinching as the sound of wood snapping and even more screeches reached his ears. "I'll flip the switch."

"You're sure?"

"Yeah." Mike still looked uncertain, so Josh added, sincerely, "Look—I got you all in this mess. I need to make it up to you."

_How awful that making it up to them involves killing Hannah and destroying this place,_ he thought bitterly. He could see the same thought reflected on Mike's face, but there was no time to argue. Mike nodded slowly, and then slowly moved towards the lightbulb while the Wendigoes were occupied with each other. He reached out, grabbed the bulb in his hands, and then squeezed until it smashed.

Behind him, he heard the door opening and Chris' heavy footsteps as he ran outside. At the sound of the lightbulb smashing, Hannah turned around and approached Mike, screeching as she did so. Josh knew at once that there was no way Mike was getting out of that unless he distracted her.

It was all down to him now. Mike had done his part. Now he had to do the rest.

_I showed you parts of yourself you were too afraid to visit…_ It seemed now that he was showing to himself parts of himself that he had been too afraid to visit himself. Much too afraid. He hadn't wanted to know the truth about who he really was… it seemed he would find out now.

"HANNAH!" he yelled. She turned, facing him, with another ear-splitting screech; Mike immediately backed off, and behind Josh could hear Emily running for the door. Hannah began to approach him, and as she did his muscles immediately locked up. He couldn't move, not even jump, not for anything in the world.

It took a truly Herculean effort not to jump out of his skin when Hannah emitted a screech that seemed to shake the ground. But, finally, she turned and moved away. Josh glanced from her to Mike to Sam to Ashley and the old man, and in the next second, he ran and hid behind the nearest pillar. His head swam as he did so, and he looked nervously at the trail of blood he had left on the floor. The smell was so strong that he couldn't help but wonder why Hannah didn't use it to lead her to him, though he was thankful she wasn't. He heard Ashley running out the door, followed shortly by the old man, and he knew it was just Mike and Sam left now.

Hannah was just nearby. Josh's breath was coming fast, way too fast, and there was sweat trickling down his clammy forehead; his fingers curled and his nails began to dig into the wood. He fought to stay upright. She let out yet another screech, even more ear splitting than the last, and Josh could only pray for a distraction. He got one.

A fourth Wendigo appeared above. Hannah noticed it at once. As before, the two of them squared off. While they were occupied with each other, Josh ran to the nearby wall and flattened himself against it. Out of the corner of his remaining eye, he saw Hannah take care of the newcomer far too quickly and far too easily for his liking, but there was enough time for Mike and Sam to take advantage of. He exhaled in relief as he heard the two running outside. Now he had just to find his own window of opportunity.

Hannah began to approach him, coming up to his side, and Josh had to fight with strength he didn't have to remain both calm and still. Even in the mines, she hadn't got quite _this_ close to him. His panting was getting faster and he realised he was still bleeding; he was going to bleed to death at this rate. He found he didn't much care. Not with what he was about to do.

She shrieked again, right in his ear, and it was a miracle that Josh didn't so much as budge, much less scream or wet his pants in terror. _Hannah…_ Was this all she was now? A screeching, feral, cannibalistic monster that probably didn't recognise him? Her own brother? Who was this way all because she had eaten Beth to survive?

_Why didn't you save us, Josh?_

_I'm so sorry…_ It was not enough.

Hannah moved off now, occupying herself once again with the fourth Wendigo, which at this point was a godsend rather than a curse. Josh now threw all caution to the wind and ran out from behind the wall, charging for the switch, running as quickly as was possible. They saw him, evidently, and he heard their screeches and the sounds of their feet hitting the floor and leaving it as they ran and leapt after them, but Josh had a head start and he didn't much care what happened now.

The fourth Wendigo, quite all of a sudden, grabbed Hannah and pulled her down, and as Josh reached the switch, he was able to turn around and see them fighting each other again. But Hannah was stronger, much stronger, and within a matter of seconds, she had thrown the fourth Wendigo into the wall. She watched it for a while, letting out a series of shorter and somewhat quieter, but no less hideous, screeches.

He saw the tattoo again. And he realised what he had to say. His hand came to the switch.

"Hannah!" he called. His voice was shaking. He could feel tears leaking from his eye and running down his face.

She turned, with superhuman speed. She looked at him. She began to move.

He was faster.

"I'm so sorry…!"

He flipped the switch, and then he ran like hell.

The explosion was instantaneous. It was not the loudest of explosions, but his ears would ring for a long time afterwards. He heard two screeches—two final, dying screeches—but he hardly paid them any mind. He had just got to the door when it reached him, and he was thrown out, the force sending him flying into the air. As it did so, he screamed.

It was just like in the movies. But it wasn't at all cool. It was terrifying.

It seemed like he was flying forever. His scream was drawn out, protracted. The rest of the world might as well not have existed; his mind wouldn't bear the thought. No, his mind wouldn't bear anything. His little sister was dead, and he had killed her himself.

He hit the ground, but he wasn't aware of that. His little sister was dead, and he had killed her himself. There was a terribly loud crack and an explosion of pain in both his kneecap and his thigh, but he was only dimly aware of that. His little sister was dead, and he had killed her himself. His pulse was far too rapid and he was breathing far too quickly and his skin was cold and clammy and he couldn't think straight anymore and the world was spinning around him, but he was hardly aware of that. His little sister was dead, and he had killed her himself. Chris was shaking him, but he wasn't aware of that. His little sister was dead, and he had killed her himself. To his right, Ashley and Sam were hugging each other, and further back, there came the sounds of familiar voices and Mike and Emily shouted with joy and someone yelled, "Matt! Jess!" but he was barely aware of that. His little sister was dead, and he had killed her himself. There was the sound of helicopters, but he wasn't aware of that. His little sister was dead, and he had killed her himself. He found himself wishing to let go. He held on only by a thin thread.

His little sister was dead, and he had killed her himself.


End file.
